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Recovery - One 


Author's Notes: 
"Looking for love" story is coming to its end Maybe the whole idea of Patti and Robert story is coming to its 


end. 


Please, read and leave your comment. 


| spent nearly two months in the hospital . During that time doctors were taking care of my body but also of 
the mind. | was participating in every day therapeutic meetings that had to help me sort out my life again. At 
first individually, then in group. | was not too eager to tell about my feelings and thoughts to group of 
strangers, but over the time | got used to it. 


After two months | left the hospital, having in my pocket an address where another therapeutic group was 
gathering, outside the hospital. 


The next two months | was subordinated to the regime. But later, the reality caught me. 
| started using drugs again. Not much. Only enough to feel better. It seemed to me that that time | got it 


under control. 


Anyway, when | realized that things were starting to be beyond me, | asked Jimmy if | could stay in his housee 


for a while. 


He agreed, of course. His wife, Patricia, probably wasn't thrilled, because of the young Jim, but she couldn't tell 
that to my brother. 


| was staying at my brother's house for nearly two weeks now, not going out if not counting short trips to a 
nearby bar, where dealer was waiting for me. 
| was always trying to explain those trips somehow, but being honest, | didn't have to bother. Jimmy was not 


home too often, so my explanations were mostly aimed to his housekeeper, Mrs. Andrews. 
She was really worried about me, seeing how much and how fast | was changing. 


Apart from the physical side of these changes, | lost weight again, | became some kind of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde in one person. Sometimes | was withdrawn and quiet, didn't speak to anyone for two days, to explode on 


the third day, making a fuss for any trifle. 


| was aware that | was exaggerating, but | wasn't able to stop it. Mrs. Andrews wasn't stupid, she knew exactly 


what was going on with me, but she was also aware that there was no way to help me, if | didnt want it. 
And | couldn't want it, because | wasn't aware of how serious was my condition 


In addition, | could barely bear the cry of my little nephew. 
Not because | didn't love him, | did very much, but because his helpless cry was moving some sensitive strings 


inside of me and tearing my soul. 


To make matters worse, the mother of James, Patricia, was afraid of me. 

She knew that addiction can be destructive not only for the addict, but also for the people around him. She 
was worrying about the child, but also about his father, who finished with drugs or significantly limited them, 
but was drinking heavily, though. 

She was trying to arrange life in the way that we were meeting as rarely as it was possible. Which wasn't 


particularly too difficult in a house as big as theirs. 


One day, sitting in my room, being in a quiet and rather melancholy mood, | heard that someone came to us. 
My ear caught a familiar laugh. | called Mrs. Andrews. 


"Is this.. Who is it, Mrs. Andrews?", | asked with somewhat shaky voice, clutching my fingers on her forearm. 
She gently freed herself from my grip. 


"This is Mr. Plant", she confirmed my guess. "He came to visit Mr. James". She usually talked to and about my 


brother this way. 


| inhaled deeply. | wondered what had brought him here. 


| felt curious and willing to check it, even if | had to go downstairs for the first time in three days. 


How do | look, Mrs. Andrews?" , | smoothed my somewhat worn out black shirt. Mrs. Andrews sent me a 


critical gaze. 


"Pale and frail", she answered and moved her head with dissatisfaction, seeing me rubbing my cheeks to give 


them some colour. 


| passed her by and left the room. In a corridor there was a huge, very old mirror on the wall. | stopped in 
front of it for a moment and looked at myself. In gloom | was looking exactly like my brother a few years ago 
- dressed in black, with hair down to my shoulders.. 


| quietly went downstairs and looked at Robert. He was sitting on a couch in living room and talking with Jimmy. 
They both laughed. | approached few more steps and noticed that my almost nineteen years old niece, Scarlet, 
is with them. Also laughing. Then, she got up from the couch, wiped tears of laughter from her face and said: 


"lIl go to Patti. Maybe she'll go down’ 
"Yes, | was hoping that she's here", said Robert with again serious tone. 
"Well. She's resting here, with us..") my niece was very loyal. 


My brother lowered his head and didn't say a word. He stopped laughing, though. Robert sent Scarlet a 


questioning look. There was no sense to continue this. 
"IIl be back in a..", Scarlet started, but she noticed me and didn't finish. 


"Hello Patti, my dear!", Robert also got up from the couch to greet me. For seconds, his face was expressing a 


surprise. | saw very clearly when he threw Scarlet a fast look. 
‘Its nice to see you, Robert’, | said quietly. 


| really meant it. It was almost a year, since we saw each other for the last time. After return from the 
hospital, despite awareness of the threat hanging over me, | was immersing more and more in drug addiction. It 
was so easy - to close the room door behind me, strum something on guitar, pretending, even in front of 
myself, that I'm composing and load cocaine to the nose. My brother must have been aware of what was 
happening to me, at least to some extent, however he wasn't able to react explicitly. He was deluding himself, 
thinking that since he had me under his roof, he had any control over me. Unfortunately, he wasn't controlling 
himself, even. 


Jimmy went to the kitchen, taking Scarlet with him, under the guise of making something to drink for Robert. 


"What's happening, Pat?", asked Robert when we were left alone. "You look .. awfull I'm sorry l'm saying this, 
but its true. You lost weight and you're pale, as if you are about to fall over. Are you sick? " 


| shrugged, not willing to lead this conversation to this direction. 

"Are you working on something?" , Robert didn’t give up. 

"No, l'm resting..", | quoted Scarlet: 

"Yes, I've just heard it. But as far as see, it's not rest that you need. What are you on?", he frowned. 
For some reason, so directly asked question angered me. 

"On nothing, Robert. Don't bother with this. Its really not your thing" 

He sighed deeply. 

"Maybe its not my business, but | won't let go. | care about you, you know that. " 

| snorted derisively. "Really? Frankly, | didn't noticed. " 

He pursed his lips. | realized that | was unfair, but | wanted to hurt him. 


"Then I'm sorry, that | didn't try enough". He grabbed me by the shoulders and shook gently. "Listen, | want to 
help you. | was thinking.. Maybe you'll stay at my house for sometime? " 


| freed myself of his grasp, took a cigarette from Jimmy's pack, and sat on the armchair. 
"| needed your help, your presence, a few months ago, Robert. | wanted to talk to you, maybe hear your 
advice, or just sit and enjoy the presence of a friend. You never had time for me." | lowered my voice. | didn't 


want my brother or Scarlet to hear me. 


"In the end | realized that you got what you wanted and you decided to end with me, with our so-called 
‘friendship'!" 


Robert, shocked by my words, stood speechless for a moment. 
"What are you talking about?", he blurted out finally, also lowering his voice. 
"When | got what | wanted? What is it? It seemed to me that we both wanted it, | don't recall that | compelled 


you to do something. It's damn unfair, I'd say. | didn't have time for you? You know very well how it is while 


you're touring. Maybe | didn't have time to talk with you just at that moment, when you called, that's possible. 


Not once you too were too busy to talked with me. | understood it and | thought it is mutual. That's normal in 
this work. | always tried to call you back, when you said that it was important. The hell.. l'm not an ideal, but 
be so kind and don't accuse me of something that | didn't do!" 


| also wanted to ask him about Janice, a woman, with whom he must have been strongly bonded, because the 
rumours about their affair came to me even when | was stoned all the time and wasn't too sociable at all. 
Many so-called "friendly" people have reported to me, casually, that they met them somewhere together. | felt 


that she was the reason why Robert didn't have time for me anymore. 


But instead of it, Scarlet suddenly appeared in front of me. None of us noticed when she entered the living 
room. She handed Robert a glass with something to drink and started to shout at me with a furious expression 


on her face. 


"You are a complete idiot! And what do you think, who sat by your bed when you were unconscious for so 
long? Who quizzed the nurse how to massage your muscles to keep your hands in good shape, to preserve 
them from weakening, so you could freely play on your damn guitar in the future? Do you think it was me? 
No, it wasn't me! | was mad at you because you wanted to leave us. To leave me .. You had us all deep in the 


ass!" 


Her voice broke and a sob came out of her throat. | didn't understand a word out of this. Robert was sitting 
with me in the hospital? Nobody told me about it. | knew that some of my friends have been asking about me. 
lan, of course, but also Jason, David Coverdale, Cozy, Jon Lord, Brian May.. Robert too. But | had no idea that 


he was there, with me. 


| really didn't want to continue this conversation | felt that Mr. Hyde was going to take control over me again 
soon and | not necessarily wanted to show Robert this side of my personality. 

| stood up without a word, passed by crying Scarlet, who stood next to Robert with her arms and head 
lowered sadly and | went upstairs, straight to my room. | felt really badly. | was frustrated, something was 
eating me from the inside. At the same time, | felt so bad accusing Robert that it was almost a physical pain. 


| opened the dresser's drawer and pulled out my magic box, as | called it. | formed a white line and snorted it. | 
felt a little better. Twilight reigning in my room wrapped me in safe cocoon. After some time, somebody's 


footsteps resounded in the corridor, and then | heard a knock on my door. | didn't respond. 


Whoever it was | wanted him to go to hell. But that didn't happen. The door opened. Robert stood in them. 


Behind him loomed the silhouette of Mrs. Andrews. She had to show him where was my cave. 


Robert came inside and looked around. He thanked her quietly and closed the door. Driven by instinct, and 
perhaps experience, he approached to the dresser and found my magic box. Stuck the tip of his finger in the 
powder and tasted. He sat down on the carpet next to me and embraced his knees with shoulders. 


"A few days ago your niece called me." He spoke softly, but his voice was coming to me with crystal clear 


clarity. 


"It doesn't happen often. In fact, it was the first time. She was crying into receiver, telling me about you. And 
also about how much she was worrying about you, as she was entering into your room almost every night to 


see if you're still alive, breathing and not suffocating. Or if you didn't decide to kill yourself again." 

| had no idea about it and it seemed that Robert easily read it in my face. 

"That's what she said to me," he continued. "I feel terribly sorry for her. First, she was watching Jim gradually 
getting deeper and deeper into addiction, then John died in your house. She was a child, but she knew too well 


what was its cause. Barely Jim started to go out of it, you began to hit the skids. " 


| must admit, | never thought of it that way, | realized in a flash of insight. Actually, | never thought about 


my niece in this context before. 

"Damn it, each of us, maybe except Jonesy, fucked up the childhood of our children. It's unforgivable. The only 
way to undo it now, To make amends somehow, is to give you all we can from us, so it won't happen again. No 
misfortune. But we can't ultimately protect you from death." 

His voice faltered slightly, as usual, when he was alluding in any way to Karac. 

‘lm not Jimmy's daughter..", | said quietly, but he heard it. 

"IFs irrelevant. He treats you so. The only thing we can do is to try to protect you against yourselves. Jim is 
helpless to your problem, because not that long ago it was his problem too. He's a control freak, you know that 
as well as | do. 

He sees that he can't control you, even if he really would like to do it in a good faith. He thinks that he's able 
to protect you, if he stops you under his roof. But it's wrong. 

Two people have already died under this roof. And you can be the third. 

Did you ever think about Scarlet, what she will be going through? She's idolizing you, Pat. And what about Jim? 
Honey, | KNOW what it means to lose a child This is the end of the world. This is an unimaginable tragedy. Jim 
wouldn't pull himself together. It was so close, | could see it in his eyes.. " 

He looked at me with eyes wide open 


"| won't pull myself together..", he said quietly after a minute. 


"Come with me to my home", he asked again. "I'll help you to quit this shit. Please, agree. I'l beg you, if it's 


necessary." 


| don't know what convinced me: was it this what he told me about my niece and her fears or the sight of 


her, completely nervously exhausted. Or maybe it was -what just then hit me - that care which | saw in 


Robert's eyes. Robert, who | still hopelessly loved, even if | was trying to forget about it so stubbornly. 


Anyway, | nodded, agreeing to his proposal. Robert jumped up briskly from the floor and began, not losing a 
moment, started to burrow my closet. He chose t-shirts, jeans, sweaters, underwear. He piled it up in a large 
pile, opened the door, and called Mrs. Andrews. When she came after a moment, he asked her to find some 
bags, in which he could pack all these things. She understood what's going on in a second and soon returned 
with one of Jimmy's travel bags. 

In a minute, Robert packed it all sloppily and gave me a hand to help me to get up from the chair. Just before 
leaving, Mrs. Andrews carefully wrapped me into big shawl, borrowed from Robert, and hugged me. She had 
wet eyes and cheeks. She was crying. 


My consciousness didn't stayed in exactly the same place where my body and them, but | noticed as Robert 
explained Mrs. Andrews his plan, as he hugged my brother who returned him it in a friendly, masculine 
gesture of gratitude without words. Robert kissed Scarlet's cheek. Then he slung my bag on his back and 
holding me tight in the waist, lead me to his car. Carefully sat me on a chair and kissed my forehead while 
fastening the seatbelt. 


"We'll cope with it, you'll see", he assured me slamming the car door. 


Recovery - Two 


Author's Notes: 
That funny gig at Kidderminster Mall really happened. You can watch it on You Tube. Just type "Robert Plant 


Kidderminster" and you'll see. :) 


We drove for a long time. The route from London to Kidderminster wasn't short, and my altered state of 
consciousness was extending it even more, especially that we met some accident, which stopped us for a longer 
while. 

From time to time | was falling asleep. We didn't talk. Robert turned on the radio and found quiet music in it. 


When we finally got to his house, it was a dark night. 


| was beginning to feel the anxiety, my body was demanding a new dose of drug. Robert helped me get out of 
the car. | barely could walk straight. 


How different | entered there more or less a year ago! 


He made me hot tea with lemon and honey, to warm up. | accepted it gratefully, because my hands were 


shaking more and more .. He also made a sandwich, and persuaded me to eat a few bites. 


| was tired. Robert saw it and he gave me his bedroom to my exclusive use, even though he knew that in 


practice, he will spend most of the night there with me. 

| went into the shower, and stood under the hot stream of water there for a long time, before | started to 
wash. | simply didn't have strength to lift up my hands. Chills were striking my body. | tried to overcome them 
by tightening muscles, but it only worsened the situation 

When | finally got to bed, | wrapped up myself completely into the quilt, but even then, | couldn't stop shaking. 
Bedroom door opened quietly and Robert looked inside. 

"How are you feeling? Maybe I'll make you something more to eat? 


| shook my head. 


I'm cold .." - | whispered, with my teeth chattering. He lay down next to me and hugged, sharing the warmth 
of his body with me. 


"This is a normal symptom. Chills, cold, then hot flushes. Nausea, vomiting, diarrhea, anxiety, physical pain. It 


won't be easy, but | promise you, horey, I'll be with you, and I'll help you to get through this. " 


Unfortunately, he was right. Nothing from this list was spared to me. And he was holding my hair while | was 
vomiting, leading me to the toilet, helped to wash and dress. He was bringing me food and drinks, trying to talk 
with me - | wasn't very talkative, if not counting my requests for killing spiders walking on me, according to 


my sick mind's illusions, or begging for drugs, on which he had to remain deaf. 


Only when | was falling into sleep, he was eating, taking a bath or stealing some sleep for himself. 
All shopping was on his housekeeper's head. This poor woman had to listen scared to my screams, cries and 


moans, when it seemed to me that if | throw up again, | will surely die. 


This lasted about two weeks, during which | was visited twice by a doctor, called by Robert to check my 
condition and give me a nutritional drip - because | was not able to eat as much as | should. 


Doctor, however, was suggesting hospital treatment for me, but Robert insisted on home detoxification 


Because doctor didn't find my state to be dangerous to my life, he agreed twice for such an arrangement. He 
also expressed his appreciation to Robert for having taken so hard effort. 


Finally, the worst was over. | was weak as a child and | have lost a few pounds more, but suddenly, | felt 


hungry. Hunger woke me up at the twelfth day. 


| moved in bed. Bedding, although repeatedly changed by Robert, was rumpled and sweaty. 
Robert himself, barely covered, wearing a t-shirt without sleeves and sweatpants, was sleeping at the very 


edge of the bed, with parted lips, lightly snoring. 


He must have slept very vigilantly, because when | moved again, he quickly opened his eyes and licked dry lips. 
He raised his head and looked at me closely. | smiled at him, or at least that grimace that appeared on my face 


was supposed to be a smile. 

"Good morning’, he croaked hoarsely with the most beautiful voice in the world, rubbing his eyes. They were 

bleary from lack of sleep. The morning light revealed his wrinkles in all its glory. Last days were as hard for 

him as they were for me. 

"How do you feel?", he asked. 

"Good. | guess. l'm tired and hungry". | barely whispered that sentence. He jumped up immediately. 

"lll prepare something light. Don't get up". 

That day | stayed in bed till the evening. After supper, with Robert's help, | went into the shower and washed 
off bad memories of previous days. When he undressed too and came to me to enjoy warm water caressing 


our bodies, | recalled our last night together. 


But now, both of us were not in shape to even try to make love. 


Not to mention that | looked terrible - thin as a rake, with sunken cheeks, dark circles under the eyes and flat 


hair. 


The next night was the first in a long time, when | slept soundly and without nightmares. In the morning, | felt 
a little stronger again. | ate more for breakfast, drank coffee. Robert's housekeeper was still looking at me a 
bit scared, but only until | thanked her for helping Robert with taking care of me. She understood that | was 
not a devil, who came to destroy her employer, whom she liked and respected very much, but normal, though 


sick person who came here for help. Since then, there was never any misunderstanding between us. 
In the evening, Jimmy and Scarlet visited me surprisingly. 


Robert had already told me that Jimmy was calling him each day, worrying about me terribly. And when it 


became possible, he took his daughter with him and came to see me. 


| sat by the fire wrapped in blanket, because | still felt cold when | sensed somebody's presence. | looked back. 
My brother stood a few feet away from me. | got up slowly from the chair and approached to him. We stood 


very close for some time, looking at each other. Finally, he opened his arms, and hugged me. 


He squeezed me tightly, without a single word. But | knew what he was thinking, what he wanted to tell me. | 
could feel my tears running down my face and his tears soaking in my hair. Scarlet, who was watching us 
sobbing, told me later that the view was incredible. We were both so incredibly looking alike then, dark-haired, 
with the same face expression, unable to talk, sharing the same problems. As if we were one person reflecting 


in the mirror, not two, brother and sister. 


‘Forgive me, please", Jimmy finally spoke out. "Forgive me for being so lousy brother. | love you so much that | 


can't express it..." 


| started to cry. He told me that for the first time in my life. Scarlet couldn't stand it any longer and ran over 
and hugged us with all her might. 


She asked me later if | get back home finally. But | was afraid to do it. | was afraid that the gloomy 
atmosphere of the house in which we lived with her father, would influence me again and remind me my dark 


moments. 


Robert said | could stay with him as long as | want. | knew that he had a long conversation with my brother 
about my stay and other things. 
Its conclusion was that | was staying at Robert's home for some more time, so wonderfully bright and 


welcoming, comparing to the dark and full of ghosts rooms of Jimmy Page's mansion. 


| stayed with him for next weeks, still feeling better and better. 


It wasn't that easy all the time though, no. There were ups and downs. 


Robert has always been next to me, ready to help. | saw that those weeks left its mark on him. He was no 
longer twenty, nor even thirty years old. He was tired, had dark circles under the eyes and ashen complexion. 
But he still impressed me with his sense of humor, which didn't disappear despite all the tragedies which he 
met in his life. 


Sometimes | happened to "catch" him at moments of reflection, when deep in thought, he was staring out the 


window, with a heavy sigh from time to time. 


However, when only he found out that | was observing him, the smile and the dimples were returning. Then he 


was rubbing his face with a hand and coming back to reality. 


From time to time, we used to take a car and go here and there, just for fun 

We visited historic places around, sometimes did some shopping. Robert felt at ease in the neighbourhood. A lot 
of people knew him, but they never bothered him. They smiled and greeted him, exchanging a few nice words, 
but didn't try to disturb him. It was evident that he was well-known and very liked in the area. Anyway, since | 


knew him, he was always seen as a nice, polite guy. 


One day, he was asked to play a few songs for charity, for the children's ward from Kidderminster city 
hospital. 


It was planned for day before the Christmas Eve. He agreed immediately and assembled a band of a few of his 
buddies, local musicians, with whom he was kicking the football in amateur league on weekends. 


The performance was to take place in .. mall in Kidderminster. 


They agreed to play some covers. There was no time for long rehearsals. They gathered once or twice at 
Robert's barn where he had his home recording studio, tried some songs and that was it. 


Robert wrote down lyrics of the songs they chose, simply because he didn't know them too well. Among them 
were the "Run to You" by Bryan Adams, "All along the watchtower" by Hendrix, "Every breath you take" by 
The Police. At the end they even played "Rock and Roll" by Zeppelin, for which they got a hot applause from 


the audience of Christmas shoppers. 


Well, at least with this one Robert didn't have to read the lyrics from the sheet of paper lying on the floor, 


which made me laugh so much! 

People watched in disbelief as Robert Plant himself, in a long black coat, was fooling around with microphone in 
front of some shop, with a few ordinarily looking guys in sweaters accompanying him on instruments. They 
played quite well, which couldn't be said, unfortunately, about Roberts singing. 


But we all had a great time, picking up quite a nice sum for hospital. 


We were returning in high spirits, singing, or actually ROARING all Christmas songs we heard on the radio. 


When we got to the house, our jaws dropped in awe. The whole lobby and living room was decorated with 


Christmas decorations. In the corner of the living room was a small Christmas tree, smelling so beautifully. 


Next to it stood Robert's housekeeper and her husband, both very proud of themselves. All of that was their 


idea. 


| felt like heaven. Just like.. home. 


Recovery - Three 


Author's Notes: 
Leave your comment, please. 


Christmas was long gone, but the decorations were still hanging and standing in Robert's house. It was my best 


Christmas for a long time and | really didn't want it to end. 


Robert moved in to guest bedroom, leaving his bedroom to my exclusive disposal. He wasn't worrying about me 


that much anymore. 


We led a healthy lifestyle, with a lot of sleep at appropriate times, we ate a decent home-cooked meals that 
Robert's housekeeper cooked for us. We were walking for long walks, even if the weather was not too 
encouraging. 


Sometimes, when it was really cold and nasty, we just sat at home and watched TV or listened to music. 


| missed the blues, so Robert dug up old records from his rich collection and was playing for me some of my 
favourite Robert Johnson. 


That music and the crackling fire in the fireplace soothed my nerves. Especially that near beside me | had the 


man who was my best friend and for whom | had a timeless affection. 


He often asked me if | was feeling good, could he help me with something, whether he had to do something for 
me. And | just wanted to be next to him. 


Another month had passed and | decided it was time to go out to the people. Friends were calling to learn 
about my health, they asked if we could meet. Until that moment | was uncertain, hesitant, but finally Robert 


said it was time to go out. 


One afternoon, we packed up and went to London. We came to my apartment where we planned to stay 
overnight. 
Jason hired a cleaning service, hiding, before they came, all things which he considered private and which, in his 


opinion, | wouldn't like to show to the public. They did a great job. 


By the way, it turned out that my album was selling well and my bank balance was more than satisfactory. It 
also freed my shoulders from a considerable weight. 


The apartment was a little bit dusty and needed some fresh air, but was really clean 
It was cold because the heating was turned off for a long time, but it quickly changed. | was hoping that it 


would warm up nicely before our return 


| packed some clothes, because from the time when Robert brought me to his house, | had the same ones 
which he packed for me. At his house sometimes | was borrowing his tracksuit and a t-shirt. Two, or three 


sweaters and two pairs of trousers, five changes of underwear it was not too much, as for a woman. 

We visited Patricia and my brother's children, hoping to meet my brother too, but he wasn't in London. Well, 
we didn't announce our visit. 

Nevertheless, both - my sister-in-law and Scarlet were very pleased to our visit. 

We didn't sit there for too long. We both accustomed to a regular lifestyle, so we were tired, especially 
because of the travel to London A city traffic wasn't soothing at all. Robert, not being able to press the gas 
pedal as much as he liked, felt the frustration We stuck in the evening traffic jam. Fortunately, everything has 
its end, so we overcame this obstacle too. 

We went by foot for dinner to a small restaurant near the house. Then | bought bread, coffee, milk and 
something for breakfast. 

When we came back, the apartment was warm and cozy. It was so good to be there after walk, with full 


bellies. 


Robert was curiously looking around - he was never in my house before. He was impressed with my 


rehearsing room. He tried it out when | was making us a hot tea 


Its great! And your neighbours really can't hear it when you're playing?", he was wondering while plugging my 
lonely since a long time Gibson to amp. He played some loud chords. | put a cup of tea on the table. 


"Really," | smiled and pulled out my guitar from his hand 

"Well, yes, Page and the guitar .. | can't touch yours too, | suppose” 

| shook my head 

"Just like your brother... Well, maybe you'll think about it.?", he cocked his head quizzically. 
"Well, Ill let you just this one time", | said and sit in the chair to listen him playing 


This was an unusual sight, but in its own way, sweet - those of his somewhat clumsy moves.. Even though 


Robert surely knew how to play the guitar. He is a pretty good guitarist, but not many people are aware of it. 
Suddenly, | felt my fingers itching. For the first time since weeks filled me an overwhelming desire to play. 


| left Robert that Gibson and took an old Strat that Jimmy once gave me, out of the box. It was out of tune, 
but | fixed it quickly. 


Fingers found their place on guitar's neck and melody resounded. 


Such a little jam, some funny boogie. But it allowed me to see that | can't live without music. | knew that when 


we go home the next day, another piece of luggage would come with us. 


Robert had a few guitars at home, true, but until then | was trying to skirt them around. | was afraid to play, 
| didn't want it to remind me of bad moments. But a leopard can't change its spots. Well, there was a trip 
waiting for my Gibson 


Meanwhile, it got really late, we both wanted to go to sleep. 


| have only one bed, not counting the couch in the living room. But its not very comfortable. Can you handle 
with my presence in the same bed for one night?", | asked Robert, when he came out of the bathroom after 
shower, dressed only in underpants, at which | tried not to look He was scratching his buttock and finally pulled 


panties on it with a gesture that was always amusing me in adult men. 


"Well, | don't know. | guess | must try at least, even if it's not easy!" , he winked at me and jumped on bed. 


Literally. The mattress disturbingly groaned and the bed creaked at the floor. 
"Oops .." Robert made an apologetic face. | shook my head in mock disapproval, and went to take a bath. 


Refreshed, | put on a comfortable pyjama pants and a t-shirt and entered to the bedroom. | saw him, that 
great Rock Star, sleeping on his side, curled up in a ball. | laughed softly to myself. | didn't spend an hour in 
that bathroom, for God's sake! Well, in a word, he was waiting for me impatiently, damn me.. 


| just sighed, because what else | could do, and gently, so as not to wake the Golden God of Rock in underpants 
up, | slid under the covers. Not to mention that | had to wrestle with his limp body, because he had a habit of 
making himself a kind of cocoon out of the covers. But before | could think more closely on this, | fell asleep. 


And | slept so well, with no nightmares. 


In the morning when | woke up, the bed was empty. Robert got up first, and judging by the sounds, he was 
preparing breakfast. | was a little disappointed that he didn't wait until | wake up, but basically it was no 
wonder. From the moment he brought me to his house on that November evening, there was no question of 
any physical, meaning sexual, contact between us. Robert seemed to withdraw, and | was not in shape for those 


things. 
Breakfast was already waiting for me. | thought | could get used to it. 


We didn't stay too long in London. In fact, shortly after a visit to a music store where | bought new strings, 
we headed to Kidderminster. | felt like | was coming home. 


We spent a quiet evening by the fireplace. Robert, put his feet up on the couch, reading some fat historical 
tome, and | sat on the floor with acoustic guitar and strummed something. 
Some old things, but also new melodies which started to appear in my head since few days. 


| was watching him for some time and finally said: 


"Robert, when you came to pick me up, Scarlet told me something. Was it true? Did you really sit there, next 
to me in the hospital and exercised my muscles? | really didn't know about it. | never thanked you for that.” 


He put the book on the thighs and looked at me. 


"| didn't do that because | wanted you to thank me, Patti. | just wanted to see you in a good shape again, as 
soon as it was possible. The nurse tought me how to help you. That's all. Please, understand: | really care about 


you." 


| reached out my hand. He grabbed it and kissed. It could be probably only him who could marginalize his help 
so much. 

Except doctors, it was Robert who did for me at that time the most. And he completely didn't consider this as 
something unusual. 

| put the guitar aside and came to sit on the couch, next to him. 

"Where's Becky, Robert? | haven't heard about her since a long time." 

"There's no Becky, dear.” 


"And what happened to Janice..2" 


"Who's Janice?", he whispered and finally kissed me. 


